BATHERS AND CHILDREN
said, with his old smile, to Bazarov, * Yevgeny,
take me with you ; I want to come to you/
'Get in/ Bazarov brought out through his teeth.
Sitnikov, who had been walking to and fro
round the wheels of his carriage, whistling
briskly, could only gape when he heard these
words; while Arkady coolly pulled his luggage
out of the carriage, took his seat beside Bazarov,
and bowing politely to his former fellow-traveller,
he called,* Whip up ! * The coach rolled away,
and was soon out of sight . . . Sitnikov, utterly
confused, looked at his coachman, but the latter
was flicking his whip about the tail of the off
horse. Then Sitnikov jumped into the carriage,
and growling at two passing peasants,' Put on
your caps, idiots!' he drove to the town, where
he arrived very late, and where, next day, at
Madame Kukshin's, he dealt very severely with
two * disgusting stuck-up churls/
When he was seated in the coach by Bazarov,
Arkady pressed his hand warmly, and for a
long while he said nothing. It seemed as
though Bazarov understood and appreciated
both the pressure and the silence. He had
not slept all the previous night, and had not
smoked, and had eaten scarcely anything for
several days. His profile, already thinner, stood
out darkly and sharply under his cap, which was
pulfed down to his